The War of the Golden Fools 


churns on. What profiteth a man...? 
Uh uh, forget that jazz. 


It hath profiteth the many 
who kick back, 
avowed traditionalists 


who can fret about their soul 
after the hay gets made. 


Blood consecrates the machine so 
don't ask if lives have been wasted. 
All hallow to them-if not too taxing. 


